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t e funers! Af Gustay A. Schurmann,
" pahting Pl jearny's bugler, drummer-
Ml the Fortinth New York—the Mozart
; I‘.\;mwl\' ni playmate of President
| ol won Tad, took place last night
| I',";;‘_'{..v., Lo, 100 Kast 104th street, where
| ,‘11 an Wednesday.
"\‘h“,,,‘ of the Mozart regiment and
ceteraiis of the famous red diamond patch
o il war days attended the service.

the East Side, friends of Mr.
win whet he was a leader in “De

':‘T.”“;,R. H. Clatlin Post G. A. R.,

I,m.‘!wr- of the Union Veteran 'lﬁglon of

brooklyn and fellow customs inspectors

a st tribnte to Mr. Schurmann.

35 vears old and claimed with

Polinclans vl

jaid

Wik
.‘l:,ni deal of pride to be perhaps the young-
sl veleran of the civil war, Just before
pe died he told the story of his fighting
der Gen. Rearny and how he went
10 the White House to play with Tad Lin-

win.

[n the early part of 1861 Gus Schurmann

away for dear life in Chat-

was drumining
fl (am Square, a Loy of 11. Recruits were
l qoing by the thousand then, and the

foy turned out with a drum bigger than
Jimself to belp stir enthusiasm. He was
earning his living in those days working
in a sawmill in Centre street, run by a
Mr. Block, afterward proprietor of the
(ongressional Hotel at Washington. When
work was slack he went to City Hall Square
with a shine box and competed with the
loothblack brigade at three cents a shine.

He was taken into the Forty-second
yew York, the Tammany regiment, after
te drummed himself into fame at Chatham
gquare, but he wasn't treated well there
and he applied to (Col. Riley of the Mo-
arts in which the father of Richard Wat-
wn Gilder was chaplain, for a place as a

drummer lﬂy.
‘Couldn’t think of it,” said Col. Riley.

"ou're too young.”

The boy began to cry and the Colonel
mlented.  All the men laughed at him be=
cuse his drum was fully as big as himself,
tut he went with the regiment when it
1oft Yonkers on July 4, 1861, for Washing-

ton.

It was at Harrison's Landing that he dis-
tinguished himself. Gen. McClellan set a day
to review the army, and Gen. Phil Kearny,
wommanding the First Division, called for a
dnummer boy to act as his orderly. Gus
vuspicked out. Kearny was then the idol
f the army. He gave the drummer boy a
dverbugle and had him put on a powerful
white horse called Babe, over whose back
(3 had a hard time to stretch his short
o,

In the course of the day’s maneuvers
ihe staff galloped over a rough fleld broken
tran ugly ravine. Gen. Kearny, a superb
porseman, took the ravine with a mighty
tound and looked around to see if his aides
were following. They were not, except
ike bugler. Gus tugged at the big white
horse, but he might as well have tried to
soparailroad train. It jumped the gully
and landed, Schurmann pale and half sense-
Jess.

Gen. Kearny looked at the boy and smiled

gimly. In the evening he told young

schurmann to report at headquarters and to
wonsider himself as the General’s orderly.

“That jump on Babe made me popular with

tim,* said Mr. Schurmann. “In battle he

wed my back as a writing desk to scratch
off despatches and he used to curse me
roundly if Itrembled. At the second battle
of Bull Run minie balls and shells whistled
all around us and [ shook like a leaf. When

1 told the General I was a little scared he

«aid: ‘Never get frightened., Never get

{nigntened at anything," and the bristles of

his mustache rose heavenward, "

After Kearny’s death at (‘hantill{, the
boy served as bugler for QGens. Birney,
Stoneman and Sickies. He was at Gettys-
burg when a solid shot took off Gen. Sickles's
kg, [t was with Gen. Sickles that he met
e Lincolns at Bell Plains. The Presi-
dent, Mrs. Lincoln and Thomas: (Tad),

| then 10 years old. came from Washington

wm’i the commanding General a visit,

*‘Who is that child?" asked the President,
oticing the small orderly.

‘Oh, that's Gus Kearny's bugle boy,”
wid an officer.

‘Don't you think it's a shame to have
«uch children in the army?" said Mrs Lin-
win to the President.

‘That boy,” said Gen Sickles, “is a great
fghter. He was nearly killed while at
§ oneman's side. Besides, he rode with
Rearny and you know what that means.”

Tad Lincoln ran up then and stood ad-

=8 niring the boy orderly in his uniform and
‘ppings. “As I look back,” d Mr.
Nchurmann, when he told the story to his
'!nend»‘ “I can see that I must have been
the subject of great en to Tad. By
llat time [ was an accomplished horseman,
ould blow the bugle and beat the drum
| d swagger like a real soldier. The men
-4;? resented me with a roan mustang
aled Pompey that had formerly been
fidden by Gen. Mosby, the guerrilla, and
o that [ cavorted around until Tad could
"ot gtand it any longer and persuaded
taavalryman to lend him his mount *

He saved Tad from being run away with
;nd M-m Lincoln asked Gien. Sickles for
im. “My first night at the White House
'“I_h&ll never forget," said Mr. Schurmann.

e kept up our racket until Mrs. Lincoln
alled us and told us the President was tired
,?d needed rest, As she opened the door
L“ the chamter wheré the ?fmidom. Mrs.
\lPDODln and Tad <lept 1 saw the great head of
'vhl“ Lincaln peeking out from under a long

ite nightcap. Tad slept in a crib by his
mother's bed and Mrs. Lincoln showed me
;’}‘1'." 4 guest chamber. The contrast of
'h:: fplendor with my humble lodgings of
g Previous yvears, when I had slept for the
:“" part on the soft side of a hard board,
b"" %0 overwhelming that even now the
' .“”’h[ of a guest chamber overawes me.
oo t the public receptions we wer e usually
A icking around Mr. Lincoln's chair, and
e day T stumbled and fell against the
P';lh_d Dike Alexis, who was paying the
"';'gd@m A visit. 1 fear I wasn't much

it by the misadventure.”

e O the most dramatie incidents in
il hurmann's visit to the Lincolns
Mr. an meeting with J. Wilkes Booth. Both
i -r:nd Mrs. Lincoln were fond of the
il and they gave the former Bowery

.‘(,’L\"k many a treat,

o Gon DIEhE at the Washington Theater,
g Ve said Mr. Schurmann, “there
Hart, SHring drama called the ‘Marble

ﬂ’:‘?lnf, 1;;' Which a dark handsome man
e r{! lant black eyes took the leading
e .l"l and I looked up his name in
‘hl;i»‘g,rl«_x'm. for he fascinated us, par-
wd Ty -l'}n ‘I'd like to meet that man,’
Aier i1 ¢ makes you thrill.
bl l'l" second act we went back
st Uo"\-l,..,xxn into the actor's dressing
hig i3 };u Booth,' said the manager,
thook resident Lincoln's  son.'  Booth

mmnn» with us and smiled in the
iy 'h'i‘:.t ;'.',L,“.'.”: mimaginable. He talked
¥ p hale up and wnen we wen
Guv":‘ l]!'\r- us ench a buach of roses.” i
thrupely Heat the White House ended
lee's 5 joq b Courier arrived telling of
b by x\-i--“' rorth,  Gen. Sickles wanted
burg. Kl‘{‘rl rl'h'l Gus joined him at €ettys-
omin ¢ lought throughout the war,
.\hz gu 1 veteran of 15.
Town 3 :lnu-n.;mn was one of the best
Ihe 'l:l"'l"ll'“'!:- in the city. He won
ity "hip of the old Eighth Assembly

("Rnurk,r.m”.l Johr J. O'Brien and Barney
« leacin '_\'~-lr'~ ago. He was always
#nd tha 0% at Grand Army reunions
(g 8o, 0T never rose so wildly & when
bedy R'I“‘lt‘:\uxwl.‘““.FM the hall and some-

ok, 1z about his fighting Cuys

4

NEW BOOKS.

Gentle Phabe and Her Troubles.

The sympathy of the reader will extend
itself willingly to Phabe in Naney Huston
Banks's story of “The Little Hills® (The
Macmillan Company), For some time it is
not made knowh what it was that troubled
Phwbe, It will be thought, very likely,
that her agitations represented some phase
of a troubled love affair—or it might be,
indeed, that they were occasioned by a
love affalr not particularly troubled. A
maiden conteinplating the dawn of love—
even a fortunate and smoothly proceeding
love—might display, for fio other reason
than the one immediately apparent,
apprehensions and trepidations that shook
Phaebe's soul as she stood on the porch of
her pleasant home, looking furtively abroad
through the thick veil of vines and honey-
suckles, and over the garden of spice pinks
and the whitewashed fence to the road
beyond.

She was a nice girl, PLabe, very lovely
and sweet and gentle. It says of her in the
course of the charming description that
beguiles us while we are waiting for an
acoount of her troubles: “She was too
deeply absorbed now in thought to notice
that the sunbeams were still on the wing.
‘They had faded from gold into silver and
were slowly waning to mere shadows.
Yet they still flew through the flowers and
leaves at the faintest Louch of the breeze,
Fluttering down to, the porch floor like
shadowy flocks of spirit butterflies, they
hovered over her little elippers with the
narrow black ribbons crossed over the white
stockings; trembled up her mourning skirt
to alight on her tightly clasped handsand
quiver about her sad, sweet face. But
she did notice how slowly the twilight was
falling, and looked wistfully across the big
road where the parsonage stood; lifting her
olouded eyes to the tall chimney, hoping
that the swallows were beginning to circie
above it. Then she sighed, knowing that
it was only with the other mysterious
shadows of evening that these mysterious
shadow-birds circled with slanting wings
circling in ever narrowing ciroles, till they
dropped silently down into their dark res-
ting place with other mysteries of night.”

Space is not ours to dwell at length, as
the story does, upon the causes of Phabe's
trouble. Pheebe was not in love. Phaebe
was a widow. Pheebe's distress now was
due to her understanding that Mrs. Pottle
was pretty sure to drop in at any moment
with certain positive and urgent advice.
Ordinarily Phebe would have deferred
to Mrs. Pottle's judgment, as the village
generally was in the habit of doing, but
this was an occasion when it seemed to
her necessary to have a mind of her own.
If only it would get dark enough for the
swallows to go into the chimney! Then
Mre. Pottle would not be likely to come
until the next day. An unparalleled and
dreadful hour would be postponed. But
before the swallows ceased their circling
the dreadful Mrs. Pottle arrived, and the
gentle Phabe had to withstand her, though
she nearly died in doing it.

Phebe's case was undoubtedly a hard
one. The young minister newly estab-
lished in the village had fallen a victim to
consumption. Phcebe nursed him. He fell
in love with her. She did not love him at
all, but she married him for certain gen-

rous and pathetic reasons. On his death-
bed he confided to her that he had been the
support of a crippled father and a step-
mother. She offered to assume his obliga-
tions toward those necessitous two. He
said that his stepmother was proud and
would hardly permit herself to be helped
by anybody who did not have the legal
right to assist her. To adjust this difficulty
she married him. He died in her arms
{mmediately after the ceremony. It was
to tell Phaebe that it would never do to
have those two old people come to live
with her in the little house with the vine-
clad porch and the spice pink garden that
Mrs. Pottle called. The old people came to
live with Pheebe notwithstanding.

Sufficient trouble resuited, for Mrs. Pottle,
though she was not without her failings,
had the true prophetic instinct. The crip-
pled father proved to be an amiable man,
but the stepmother was terrible and hard
to bear. She was more alarming than
Mrs. Pottle herself. She had a habit of
snapping her eyes so that people jumped.
She might have been an inhabitant of Mr.
Gilbert's Palace of Truth, when it came
to the matter of telling people what she
thought of them or of their doings. She was
a stern critic, with powers of excoriation
such as only the truthfu) and the outepoken
possess. Mother Rowan she is called in
the story. The novelist is very charitable
toward her. She calls her an honest woman
of narrow mind and strenuous soul, actu-
ated by a single shining ambition—her duty
to her stepson, the dead minister. This
was her ideal, her way of trying to hitch
her humble wagon to a star. Her final act
of devotion was to buy a large and hand-
some tombstone for her stepson's grave.
She bought it at auction, and expended
her entire savings for its purchase.

Mother Rowan might have gone on to the
end, living in Pheebe's little house and
making life heavy for Pheebe, but merci-
fully this was not to be. The story pro-
vides a windfall for the stepmother and
carries her agreeably away, whereafter
the patient and gentle Phmebe is permitted
to enter upon the reward provided in all
generous novels for all good girls, The tall
chimney about which the swallows circled
belonged to a house inhabited by a second
minister, successor to the one who died.
He too fell in love with Phebe, and he
was 8o handsome and worthy that she had
no choice but to fall in love with him. After
Mother Rowan’s departure he went through
the gate in the whitewashed fence and
through the garden where the spice pinks
shed their fragrance, and so into the vine-
clad porch, where he found her waiting.

A story containing much that is variously
curious and charming. The second min-
ister was impressed by Phabe's account
of a battle that she once waged with a
screech awl, and so will the reader be. The
reader will be pleased, too, with Pheebe's
garden, even as the second minister was
pleased before him. As for Pheebe her-
gelf, surely there can be no rude opinion
of a creature so unselfish, so patient and so
sweet.

Joined the French Forelgn Leglon,

John Patrick Le Poer's story of “A Mod-
ern Legionary” (E. P. Dutton & Co.) is told
in the first person and purports to narrate
the experience of an Irish boy who joined
the French Army and served in the Foreign
Legion in Algeria and Tonquin. We have
been interested by a good deal of what has
here been chronicled by our young ad-
venturer, who was sixteen years old when he
left an Irish school that did not seem to him
to be providing a very stirring or valuable
education, passed over in what we must
suppose to have been a surreptitious man-
ner to Paris and embarked upon a military
career, It should bse said that the French
Army, as a rule, does not accept a recruit
who is under eighteen years of age. Our
runaway reports canc iily that he felt him-

gelf at libety to iie upon this point. He |
also allowed it to be un.e'stood that he |
ha‘l been exile! from | @'ana for poiiical

roasons We have z the o fom hin

radve that to peril sucs

| touy, & 1,

an imp ession | thotsl

to go abroad was caloulated to make him
among the Frenoch. |

In the fifth chapter our chronicler glances
back over the list of the foreigners who
have hejped the French to fight their battles.
There were the Scottish Archers, cele-
brated by Scott, and of whom Quentin
Durward was one. There, too, was the
Irish Brigade, “a force whose records fill
many a bloody and glorious page of Euro-
pean history and whose prowess more than
once turned the ebb tide of defeat into the
full tide of victory. It has been computed
that almost 500,000 Irishmen died in (he
French service.” There were many foreign
brigades in the army of the great Napoleon.
“Everybody has read of the famous Polish
Lancers, who time and again shattered
the chivalry of Pruseia, Austria and Mus-
covy in those combats of giants when king-
doms were the prizes and marshalships
and duchies mere consolations for the less
lucky ones. These Polea were magnifi-
cent fools.” It was in the 'S80s that our
chronicler joined the Foreign Legion. He
records;

“The Foreign Logion, as I knew it, oon-
sisted, as I believe it still consists, of two
regiments, each containing four battalions.
As a battalion numbers 1,000 men, the total
strength of the service soldiers may be put
at 8,000, Inaddition there are depot men,
inoluding band, drill instructors and re-
cruits.”

We get to some fighting with the Arabs
presently. Our chronicler was in the thick
of it. “Nicholas, the Russian, who was my
front rank man, pushed forward and stabbed
a yelling demon, rushing at him with up-
lifted spear. I ran into his place, and saw
almost at once a dusky madman, with a
short, scanty beard, coming at me with mur-
der in his eyes. I plunged my bayonet
with all my force into his face. He half
reeled, he almost fell, and as he recovered
again I lunged andstruck him fair and full
on the breast bone. Again he reeled, yet
stillhe tried to strike. I thrust a third time,
and now at his bare neck;thespouting blood
followed out the bayonet as I drew it forth.”
That was the endof that particular dusky
madman. Plenty of others were served
gimilar. The Spahis charged and finished
up the business. Terms for the defeated
were not very easy. “My company kept a
village and an oasis, and I fancy that the
next generation of Arabs was whiter than
their forebears. But that is war: and the
people—the goody-goodies and the stock
brokers and the foolish women—who believe
that honor dwells in the heart of a soldier
on active service will lament our wickedness
and get ready for the next ooccasion when
they can send off their own soldiers to
war, glorious war!”

A direful picture, certainly, but we do
not find that our legionary was particu-
larly cast down. He records all sorts of
matters with an appearance of great cheer-
fulness —from Algeria to Tonquin, where
the Black Flags were takep in hand, and
where there were dreadful doings. There
is an account of a massacre of 700 Black
Flags on page 133. The men did it, the
officers permitting. No punishment. How
could elght or nine hundred men be pun-
ished? “It is dangerous—take my word
for it, very dangerous—to go too far with
any regiment in any army. With us it
would be even worse, for no one, not even
the General in chief command, would be
safe from our bullets if only a chance arose.
1 believe that we were at once the worst
used and the most feared corps on the face
of the earth.”

A beautiful Giulia comes into the story
| later. Our young legionary married her
and got safely back to Ireland, taking her
along. A crowded book; and we cannot
for the life of us determine how much of
it to believe.

/

A Book In a ‘Gale."”

It used to be described as & “gale” when
a lot of girls at a picnic or other social
gathering fell to screaming and laugh-
ing and talking in high voices at a high
rate of speed. The impreesion afforded
by ten or a dozen girls in a gale was that
of a harmless but definite madness, It
can hardly be said that the ear was pleared
or that the intelligence was gratified, but
certainly any auditor and observer of a
gale felt his blood stirred and his wonder
excited, The nerves of people are not
all alike, and some doubtless would be
reluctant to expose themselves to a gale.
Such we do not address, unless, passingly,
to warn them, but to the hardy, to thoee
blessed with something of the Nemsan
lion's nervous system, we do not hesitate
to recommend Richard Fisguill's story of
“The Venus of Cadiz” (Henry Holt & Co.),
which is a literary gale if weever saw one.

Here we have Col. Norris, and Capt.
Malepesta, and Capt. Bisherig, and Jim
Turnbull the novelist, and Tim Stone
the mushroom farmer, and Lucile Went-
worth of New York city, who are the very
elements of a gale and who make a gale
all the time. The pretty girl Susan is the
Venus of the title—the Venus of Cadiz,
Ky. The third chapter describes the
meeting between the two young ladies
that we have named on the morning after
Miss Wentworth's arrival at Cadiz. We
must extract briefly from this chapter,
although we blush the very brightest of
colors as we do it:

“When Lucile awoke next morning, the
first thing she saw was a head of much
tangled yellow hair, which bent over her,
The opportunity was too good to be lost.
Misse Wentmore reached up, buried her
hands in the soft, fluffy hair, pulled the
face toward her, and kissed it. The aot
was #o unlooked for that the body support-
ing the yellow head lost its balance and
tumbled on the bed. Miss Wentmore
loosed the fluffy hair and took a hold lower
down, hugging with all her might.

“ ‘Are you Susan?' she asked.

“Susan laughed,

“ ‘Why don't you kiss me?’ questioned
Miss Wentmore.

“Susan obeyed, like a child.

“ ‘Not on the forehead, on my lips!’

“ ‘There!' said Susan, still laughing,

“‘Now hug me tight!' directed Miss
Wentmore,

« ‘And,’ she continued, as Susan loosed
her arms, ‘hold on to me. 1 hear your
heart beat—thump, thump, thump! My,
what a bust! It shakes when you laugh.
But hold to me, don't let me go!'

“Susan straightened out on the bed and
drew Lucile's frail body to her. it was the
first time in her life anybody had begged
her for affection. And ruddenly, without
warning, Susan's pent girlhood broke forth.

“Lucile felt herself caught up, as by a
whirlwind.

“Oh, sob rent, tear dampened kisses!

“It was heavenly. Misa Wentmore joined
in, and cried to break her heart,

“I'm only 24," she vowed to Susan.”

The gale endures all through the book.
The wind blows high. We think we have
never known it to blow higher. Stone,
the mushroom farmer, is as uncontained
and as incoherent as the females. A more
feverish cultivator never held conversation
with his dog (see seventh chapter). Stone
says at the beginning of the ninth chapter:
“Pap has delirium tremens, Pete has gone
crazy, Pup is trying to’perpetrate a joke
and I'm a fool.” That, however, is only
a pa~tie] ctatement of matters ir this his-
who was destined for Tim,
Ao loved Jim

im owas Jim, Lu

and sent her photograph to Tim. The
photograph included a dishevelled horse
that had ococklebuirs in its tail. Lucile
fainted on Jim Turnbull's bosorn after
kiselng him sweetly, as may be learned
in the rush at page 166. Daredevil, the
horse that had cockleburra in ita tail, was
capable coincidently of rubbing his nose
politely on one person/s back and showing
his teeth in a hostile manner to another
person. “Lucile,” said Mr. Turnbull, when
that lovely and gushing girl had come to,
“my nerves are racked.” What he said
was credible and suggestive. *“Poor boy!®
Lucile made answer. “Everything is in
a muddle. It's enough to run you wild.”
So it was enough, and so it continues to
be enough. '

Turn over a whole fistful of pages. Be-
ho!d the Countess Benedetta, recently ar-
rived, dancing fairylike in a gauzy, float-
ing garment and waving Forrida's stlletto
in her hand, Jimmy Turnbull confronted
her. “He was dealing with a tigress.” He
denied that he loved Susan. He likened
thgt incomparably beautiful girl to a cow.
“Do you suppose,” he sald to the Countess,
“that this fat oreature of the pasture could
dislodge your fairy image from my soul?”
Neat but rude Susan was stirred to action,
One of her hands, “molded into a small,
hard little fist, shot out suddenly,” and
felled Mr, Turnbull, whereupon “thirteen
mighty hurrahs stirred up thirteen thousand
echoes and the bata.”

Meantime, Tim Stone “was picking mush-
rooms for all he was worth.” The prize of
Susan fell to him at the last. It tells how
she kissed him. A remarkable story, It
bas made us dizzy.

Mr. Hewlett's Itallan Romanoce.

The eighteenth century is a dreary period
in Italy, With the arts and literature sunk
to their lowest level, no hope for a politi-
cal future anywhere and a rperiwigged,
rooooo eclvilzation burdening the classes
that pretended to culture, it is as dismal
a period for the historian to deal with as
can be found. Through some unaccount-
able perverseness romancers are turning
toit, however. Mrs. Wharton wasted much
valuable time in cramming insignificant and
useless knowledge for local color,and now
Mr. Maurice Hewlett, taking much less
pains, gives his picture of that unedifying
period in “The Fool Errant” (Macmillans).

Like Mrs, Wharton, Mr, Hewlett has spent
some time in the byways of Italy and can
describe his socenery with the assuranoce
of one who has seen it. He has chosen to
write a picaresque romanoe, in which,
as a matter of course, the element of prob-
ability is left out, At the same time he
tries a psychological dissection which,
though amusing at the outset, rather drags
as the reader goes on, He is indebted to a
writer whéee name until recently was un-
mentionable to ears polite—Casanova, In
England, apparently, they are beginning
to discover that, apart from his escare
from the “Piombi” at Venice and the foul
obscenity in which he delights, there is
a mass of material valuable in describing
his time in that adventurous scoundrel’s
memoirs.

From him Mr. Hewlett has borrowed
his rascally monk bodily. We rather think
that he is indebted to him, too, for the
jdea in the main adventure of his hero,
The first scenes in Padua are vivid and
well done. Perhaps the reader may follow
the hero through his subsequent adven-
tures with equal interest, though the pecu-
liarities of his mode of reasoning and action
seem to justify the Itallan superstition that
“all Englishmen are mad.”

There is adventure enough to suit the
most youthful appetite, and if the reader
will not generalize from the examples pre-
sented of Italian character and Italian
manners, no great harm will be done by it.
The story might be far pleasanter and the
people represented likewise. pe

A Queen in Exlle Traduced,

A certain amount of romance is attached
to the last Queen of Naples, In the few
months that she spent with her Neapolitan
subjects she achieved a popularity that
might have saved her husband if Gari-
baldi had not stepped in; in the siege of
Gaeta she showed pluck and a queenly
spirit, the only redeeming features in the
Bourbon downfall; she is clearly the heroine
of Daudet's “Les Rois en Exile,” though
the worthless husband to whom gshe is
joined in the romance is not drawn from
the wretched Francis II., and the tragic
end of her sisters, the Duchesse d'Alenc¢on
and tho Empresa Elizabeth of Austria,
brought to memory again her long years of
exile. Though she is still living, her life,
written by a properly informed and sym-
rathetic blographer, might well prove
interesting.

That is by no means the case with “Maria
Sophia, Queen of Naples,” a painfully
padded book by Clara Tschudi, translated
from the Norwegian by Ethel Harriet
Hearn (Swan, Sonnenschein & Co.; E. P.
Dutton & Co.). This, so far as the Queen
is concerned, contains no information,
with one exception, that cannot be found
in any short encyclopedia article. Her
girlhood is told only in thd reflected light

‘of that of her sister, the Empress; there is

no attempt to descrite with accuracy her

| gshort career in Naples as Crown Princess

and Queen; even the details of the siege of
Gaseta are slurred over, and there is no com-
prehensible account of the forty years
and more she spent in exile. The accusa-
tion of unchastity brought against her has
no foundation, and is rendered all the viler
by the author's statement that there is no
authority for it.

Except for this, the tone of adulation
toward all royal persons will make a disa-
greeable impression on Americans. It is
lavished on the parents of the Queen and
of the Empress, on Ludwig I. of Bavaria,
on King Bomba, and on his weak and almost
imbeocile son, Francis 1I.,, to whom Maria
Sophia was married. The accounts of
Lola Montes and the 1849 revolution in
Munich, of the last year of the Bourbons
in Naples, and of the Garibaldian invasion
are ludicrously inadequate, though the
author fills out her bock with them.

The arid style of the original might find
more acceptance if the translator had had
a better command of English.

Girls' Names,

No daintier dress for an attractive subject
could have been devised than that which
the English publishers have provided for
Helena Swan's “Girls' Christian Names” (E.
P. Dutton & Co.). Theauthor has busied her-
self with similar books of reference before.
In this she tells entertainingly enough
the story of each name, ita derivation,
with an account of the saint or other worthy
who brought it into use, with some of the
famous persons in history or fiction who
bore it, winding up with quotations from
the poets referring more or less directly to
the name. For instance, under Barbara
she prints the whole of Whittier's “Barbara
Frietchie.”

The list of authoritie: in the preface
will prepar, the reader for r ther anti-
quated and superficial infor ration Not
all the derivations will pase uster. There

is a snueamishness in the descriptions that |
| associations,

ia sometives confusing For iastance,
St Apatha's artvrdy v e naisted  in
"'havingbher resstiternovt wit 'oviincers,
and that o~ t Qs bro Lt oout cleary in
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AN ANGLO- '
AMERICAN STORY

By
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Christy’sfl’ic'tures

“A Summer Girl’”’
IN COLOR

pictorial art; here we are told that it waa
“the tearing and burning of her sides.”
Under Agnes several oems are | rinted,
but strangely enough there is no mention
of Kea's's “The Eve of St. Agres.” If
“, catrix is not the t eroine of Ea'nond” who
is? “Mary Ann-,” we ara told, “is the
generic name for a a2 ret republican so-
ciet7 i~ France”; surcly since 1870 it has
been the nickname i1 France for the Re-
public and for France herseif.

The author roceeds leisirel through
the letter M, ~lich goes eyond page 409
then she awakens to the fact th.t ske must
end her book and winds up th rest of the
alf hatet more and more hurrieily in 100
pages. For this sh» haa the example of
other encveloredic works. ‘Il e book is
entertairin , snu has n.uch curious infor-

ation, ut it vcan-ot | e re arded as ac-
curata or authoritativs

The Music of Shakespeare’s Time.

Though natural, it is a pity that Dr. E. W.
Naylor's “An Elizabethan Virginal Book"
(J. M. Dent & Co.; E. P. Dutton & Co.)
should be o exclusively musical. It is,
as he explains, “a critical essdy on the con-
tents of a manuscript in the Fitzwilliam
Museum at Cambridge,” but the manu-
seript contains 300 pieces that reveal the
whole musical life of Elizabeth's time.
There are all sorts of queerly named dances,
songs and more intricate pieces. Among
the composers are William Byrd, Dr. John
Bull, Giles Farnaby and a score of others.
The pieces throw much light on passages
of Shakespeare and the other dramatists.

It is evident how much interest a popular |
exposition of the matter contained in the |

manuscript would have. Dr. Naylor as a
musician wishes to render the mueic of the
pieces available to students. This, we
imagine, he succeeds in doing by bis tran-
scriptions. He also gives explanations of
the terms used and short accounts of the
composers. But his book is eesentially
technical and must be judged by musical
antiquarians.

Pickering In Yorkshire.

Few people in this country, we imagine,
are aware of the existence of the town of
Pickering in the North Riding of Yorkshire.
Yet it thrives quietly back of Scarborough
and Whitby and gives its name to a dale
and a forest, a moor and a beck, and if we
are to believe its historian, Mr, Gordon
Hume, in “The Evolution of an English
Town” (J. M. Dent & Co.; E. P. Dutton &
Co.), it has stood where it does forever.

It ia a charming book that Mr. Hume
has made. He goes back to glacial and
palreolithic times, it is true, like Welsh
genealogists, and his early history is con-
feasedly rather hypothetical, but from
the Norman Counquest on he is on sure
ground and brings in proofs from records
and architectural remains. He illustrates
his story as he goes along with his own
drawings, which are excellent. It is a
pleasure to see good wood engravings
again in a modern book.

No dry record of the uneventful doings
in a quiet country town has satisfled the
author. He has gathered many interesting
incidents and a quantity of legends and
traditions. Buckingham was bhuried and
Wordsworth was married in the immediate
neighborhood, for instance, but the tales
of the supernatural are moreto Mr. Hume's
fancy. A pleasant and entertaining book
that gives a deal of information about
English life in a very attractive way.

Other Books..

The interest that Protestants are taking
in St. Francis and the mysticism of his
followers is rather curious. There have
been several translations into English
of the “Fioretti di S8an Franocesco,” which
has an acknowledged place among the
texts of classical Italian prose, and now
Miss Vida D. Scudder of Wellesley College
translates the “Letters of St. Catherine
of Siena,” another Catholic mystic (J. M.
Dent & Co.; E. P. Dutton & Co.). The
introduction makes the mistake of assum-
ing that the reader is familiar with Cather-
ine's career. It is possible to collect the
facts from the chronological tables of
contemporary events and of the Saint's
life, but a more explicit account of the
life and of her meaning in Catholic relig-
jous thought could have done no harm.
To each letter is prefixed an explanhtion
of the circumstances under which it was
written. It is a scholarly enough piece
of work, that would have been improved
by the suppression of a certain amount
of enthusiasm.

A series of delightful sketches of old
time French Canada written by Philippe
Aubert de Gaspé with the collective title
“Les Anciens Canadiens” makes a pretty
good connected siory when translated by
Mr. Charles G. D, Roberts as “Cameropr
ot Lochiel” (L. C. Page & Co., Boston.).
The translation is fifteen years old and this is
a second edition of the book. It might
be wished that the translator had more
feeling for the aspirations of the French
in Canada. The new title seems a mistake,

| for it hidea the real subject of the book

by a name that calls up utterly different
The s~enes of the old French
frontier life, however, cannot be spoiled,
We should have liked to see, none th
what a real lover of the Fron b =hub

o ail,
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Contains the famous ** Corner
in Cats," ““Miss Toedles and
the Burglar,'' “Six Bachelor
Malds,'" and sixteen other
clever stories of love, humor,

IN SOULS, “

By Will 8. @Gidley. full page illustrations; 300 pp.
Ornamental Cloth, $1 2¢, Postpaid.
M. W. HAZEN CO., 27 Thamcs St., New York.

A DICKER

rulus,

RARE —Apulelus, Plato, Petronlus, Pro
RATT,

Juvenal, Longus, Ovid, Suetonlus, Martlal.
161 6th av.
e

e str—— e

FUROPEAN HOTELS,

" ARE you

Going 10 €urope
o

?
| ﬁ s

.
e

&
¢
\\&“‘w”"

“THE MOST COMPLETE HOTEL IN
EUROPE FOR BUSINESS & SOCIAL
LIFE.” W. TOWLE, Manager.
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[ like Dr. Drummond, would have made of
the sketches.

No more interesting or useful work is done
in New York city thandriving the elements
of the English language into the heads of the

who frequent the evening schools.
Angelo Vitali has been engaged in these
labors for many years and has prepared
“An Easy Practical Course in English”
(Capabianca's Press, New York). The les-
sons comprise vocabularies in four lan-
guages, German, French, Spanish and
Italian, with questions involving the words
pfovided that are extremely practical
We fancy that scholars could easily pick
flaws in the method and the vocabulary,
but the man in the street who needs only
English enough to get along will find just
what he wants here. The instructions
as to American citizenship at the end seem
intended rather to pass examinations than
to inform as to essentials, and a specimen
letter implies more formality than we had
imagined necessary in the severing of busi-
ness relations: “Dear 8ir, Very important
business compels me to quit your employ-
ment the fifth of next month. 1 beg you to
instruct yout cashier to close my account
now. My check number is 327 and I have
worked thirty-two days at $1.76 a dav.
Thanking you for past favors I remain
yours very truly, C. G, M.”

Our regular weekly volume from Dr.
Reuben Gold Thwaites is the seventeenth
of “Early Western Travels,
Arthur H. Clark Company, Cleveland), con-
taining Part IV. of Edwin James's “Account
of 8. H. Long’s Expedition ™ Thigr includes
supplementary papers by Major Tong
and other companions of his, among them
Thomag Sav's vocabularies of the Indian
languages from the 1827 edition.

Two more little pocket bookr of reference
in leather covers come to ur from George
Rontledee & Sons (E. P. Dutton & Co.).
“Who Was He?" is a corcise little bio-
graphlonl dictionary by Edward Latham.

Mottoes and Badees," by W. 8. W. Anson
is more interestinz, for to the oommon
Rritish mottoes the author has joined the
classical derivation where he could find it,
and he has added a number of curious Ger -
man devigac of early davs.

Why Shakespeare stories should be told
again to children we cannot understand.

with the text can always fall back on Charles
and Mary Lamb. The task has been under-
taken anew, however, by Alice Spencer

of Venice” appears in very rretty dresa
with very poor picturea, in a little square
leather bound volume from J. M. Dent &
Co. (E. P. Dutton & Co.)

Tn years past we have received philosophi-
cal works, more deep than intelligible, from
Mr. Adair Welcker of San Francigco, who is
his own publisher. In “For Peonle Who
Iaugh” he now sends us the products of
his lighter vein, short stories which, if not
overbrilliant, are at least simple and some-
times amusing, and verse which is méfoi-
fully clad in dialect.

Hooks Recelved,

“Publlc Papers of George Clinton.
and VIIL" (Ollver A. Quayle, Albany.)

“Seventy Centurles of the Life of Mankind.”
2vols. J.N.Larned. (The C. A, Nlchols Company,
Springfeld, Mass.)

“Indian Stories Retold from St. Nicholas.™
Century Company.)

“Hints on Horses."
(E. P. Duston & Co.)

“Ninth Annual Report of the New York Zoologl-
cal Soclety. (Publisl od't_?' the soclety, New York.)

“Carmen Seculare.” H. V. A, Ferguson, (The
Whitaker & Kay Company, San Francis»o.)

“The Revelations of Nature.” Leonldas Gullle-
met. (Leonidas Gulllemet, San Franclsco.)

“A Dicker In Souls." Wil S. Gidley. (The
M. W. Hazen Company, New York.)

“Tempests of the Play Gode.” Janie E. Stod-
dard. (The Neale Publishing Company.)

dbook, Vol V.,

Vols. VII,

(The

Capt. C. M. Gomme, R A,

“The (‘o;‘:per Han s . V.o for 1004.%
(Horace J. Stevens, Houghton, Mich.)
“The San!tation of a Country House” Dr

Harvey H. Bashore. (John Wiley & Sons
“The Memnirs of an American Cltizen.”

)
Robert

Herrick.  (Marmillans.)
“The Handhook of Princeton.” John Rogers
| Wiltame, (The Grafton Prest New Yorko
“The Maceanhleal Fatiion < f the Wark g of Rabert
1 nnte Trevels rh o Diepteyve Vipgind -
hoe P - The Y Arrow THe Dynamiter ™

o Seehner's 8 onso

1748-1848" (The !

Those who will not trust a ten-year-old |

Hofmann, and “The Story of the Merchant !

Crimson
Blind

By Fred M. White

is a good detective story, a rattling
good DETECTIVE STORY. It is
the kind of a tale that you will pick
up after dinner in the evening, when

you have worked from early morn

and have already assured Yyourself
that you intend to retire very early
that “night—and instead, held in
thrall, sit there until the next morn-
ing, although you know perfectl

well that you must be down at wor

at 7 o'clock.

The-door bell will ring while you
are reading. If you hear it at all,
you will shout that you are out,
and lose yourself in the story again.
~-Chicago Journal.

120, CLOTH, TLLUSTRATED, $1.50.

R. F. FENNO & COMPANY

"HUNDREDTH ACRE

By JOHN CAMDEN Cloth, $1.50

A Detective Story

Bﬁ aman who proves he knows how to

The mysterious death by polson of one Dr. Lloyd

starts a series of criminal lovestigations. (]

plot 1s worked out with exceptional skill and Rolds
the attentlon of the reader throughout.

HERBERTB.TURNER & CO.

81 Essex Street, Dosion, Mass.

te one,

BOOKS—AIll out-of-print books supplled, ne
matter on what subject: write me statl books
wanted: | can get you any book ever published:
when In England call and [nspect my stock of 0,000
rare books, BAKER'S GREAT BOOKSHOP, John
Iiright st., Birmingham, England,

INSTRUCTION.
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Boys That Fail

to pass their entrance examinations for col-
lege and expect to enter in September will
find that the

Groff School
228 West 72d St,, New York City

offers unusual opportunities for rapid prog
ress during its summer session, beginning
Aug. 1st, Students of varying mental capac-
ities treated in accordance with individual

needs, Small number of boys only, =
Summer work need not be made distasteful.
Arrangements made to sult conditions.
noudln1 and Day Bchool.—Unusual accom-
modations for a few more boarding students for
the aummer and for the new school year.
day students,

No young and Inexperienced teachers to ex-
periment with students, Every Instructor master
of his subjects.

Pruiwr and judiclous supervision of the dall
Itfe of all students of the school. Highest ref-
erences, showlng past exceptional success.

Preparation for the ieading colleges, Annapolls
and West Point. Decidedly a school for gentle-
men only. Ratts In accordance with superior ad-
vantages offered. Address

PRINCIPAL JOSEPH C. GROFF

(A. B.and U. 8. N. A, 1893)
224 West 724 St., New York City.

uneducated foreigners of all nationalities |
Mr. |

Ofce hours 94 every day, and by appolntment.
‘l’H().\)E 744 COL.

LEARN TELEGRAPHY
AND R, R. ACCOUNTING.

850 to 8100 per month salary assured our graduates
under bond. You don't pay us until you have a
»sitlon.  lLargest system of telegraph schools

In_America, ndorscd by all raliway
OPERATORS ALWAYS IN DEMAND
nisn admitted.  Write for catalozue.
MORSE SCHOOL OF TELEGRAPHY,
Cincinnatl, O.; Buffalo, N. Y., Atlanta, Ga.;
Crosse, Wis.; Texarkana, Tex.; San Francisco, Cal.
All correspondence for our various schools s
conducted from the Executlve Ofge, Cloclunatl, O.

officlals.
. Ladles

CAN YOU READ MUSIC?--A Clear, Conclse but
thorough Course of Instruction in Muslc, with
Practical Exerclses, Including words and muslo
of 160 new selected Songs of cholcest kind, malled
Jostpald, for 850, Address INVESTIGATOR Pub-
ishing Co., 1600 Hroadway

Schools for Physical Culture.

! MAC LEVY

i

SWIMMING POOL.
63-65 Clark St., Brooklyn.

Swimming Summer

Taught. Gymnasium.

$1.00 Per Lesson, Lessons $1.00
Physical Culture. Boxing, Fenclng,

Wrestling, Mnssnf‘e.
Arverne and Steeplechase Park, Coney Island.
Write for Booklet.

AMUSEMENTS.

A A A A A A A A A AL SN NN

g eN
Aerial Gardens ‘" {70y |
TO-NIGHT AND BIG
) NIGHT FAY TEMPLETON 430 BIG.
Spellas Mayhew, Virginla Tarl, Louls Harrlson,
MaudeLam ert,D.L.pDon.JuilusTannen,F.Greene
in 2nd EDITION ‘The
“Lifting The 1Lid' Family'

and

' Whole Damm

EW YORK ROOF and Wistaria Grove.

A Novelty every 10 minutes from 8:20,
The Red Domino, | “When We Are 41."
The Avalos, Sam with Harry BHaulger, Ehl.
Elton and Varleties Janis, Edith Blair, ete. I

PROCTD

SUPERB SHOWS
TWICE DAILY.

23“ Eddie Foy, Henry Lee, Geo. Evans, John
ST, Mason & Co., Moore & Littlefield, etc,
§TH, ~ Chrystal & Julle Herne In “Richier's
AV, Wife,” J. H. Gllmour, Geoffrey Steln, eto.
ss’!‘H “Dr. Jekyil & Mr. Hyde,' Jas. Durkin,
ST. Grace Reals, Agnes Scott, etc. Blig Cast,

lzs’r!{ “Dora Thorne,’’ Beatrice Morgan, Jas.
ST. E, Wilson, Sol. Alken, Mary Ryan, others,

MANHATTAN BEACH
PERCY s VAUDEVILLE 35%3¢
EMMA CARUS %54

E &
DAILEY CO.
MACARI'S MONKE\ S,

AUGUSTA GLOSA
P MN'S Port Arthur {REYeIVEVE
Grand Fireworks cxceptSunday

DREAMLAND

TAKE IRON STEAMBOATS.
Mystic Shrine Day, Wedneaday, July 26.

Free Hl gndmme Races, 4 and 9 P. M,

AUTOMOBILE IRIPS. $1.00, Lv.N. Y. Theatre,

R'way & 44th, 587& 7 P. M. dally, 2, 4, & 3:30P. M.
Sundays. ‘lel. 28,938,

OER WAR

Dally, 3, 780 & 9. .
RlG“TON Sat. & Sunday,
EAC“ 8, 5 73 and 9.

BEST ON CONEY ISLAND.

EW YORK i NORTH POLE
& JOHNSTOWN FLOOD.

AMMERSTEIN'S, 41d si,. B'way & 7th Av,
Paradise Roof Gardems-Every Ev'e %lS.
The Girl From Coney Island, Ford & Geh-
rue & Co.. Mme, Herrmann, Reno & Richards
Ernest Hogan & Cu, Juggling McBans others,

Dally Masy. i1 VICIoFia i heaire, d6c., ape.

NEW AND ORIGINAL THROUGHOUT.

LUNA PARK

) 14th St., near 3d Ave.
PAs I o CONTINUOUS.
20 ANIL) 30 CTS.

NSON. DAVENPORT & LORELLO. FOOT-
J(.”HH,AAUKS‘ QUARIETITE and CLIFF GORDON,

s GreatAnimal Areans,
Fearless BONAVITA,

£ REY (fis)
eSS . S
CONEY ISLAND'S ]
"SkEatEfy." The Galveston Fiood

Lyﬁfc— Mat, To day. 1
220th TimeTo night 8 15, A A A
Jefferson De ANGELIS in

wﬂgl.l" IN WAX. New Groups.

EDENl INEMATOGRAPH.

MUSFE. | Charming Music

The War Heroes

V
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